The Tragedy of Othello 

Now will I queflion Caftio of Bianca ; 

A hufwife that by felling her defires, 

Buys Her fclfc bread and cloachei .• it is a Creature, 

That dotes on C aft to ; as tis the (trumpets plague 
T o beguile many, and be beguild by one, Eat. Cadio* 

Hc,when he henres of her .cannot refraine 
jn rom the exceffe ofiaughter : here he epmes : 

Ashe (hall frail c.OthcUo (ball ; goe mad. 

And his vnbookifh icaloufie muft coafter 
P oorc Caf tits frailcs,gefturcs,and light behauioui. 

Quite in the wrong.* How doe you now Lciutenaat f 
C*f; The worfcr,that you giue me the addition, 

Whqte want euen kills me. 

l<tg. Ply Dtfdtm»HA -Well, and you arc fare on'c . 

Now if this fuite lay in Biancas power, 

How quickly fhould you fpced. 

Caf. Alas poote Cat me. 

Oth . Looke how he laughes already. 
fag. I neuer knew a wOmanloue man fo. 

Caf. Alas poore roguc,l thinkc ifaith (he loUes me. 

Oth. Now he denyes it faintly, and laughes it out. 
lag. Doe you heare Caf t to ? 

Oth. Now he importune^ him to tell it on, 

Goe to,wcll faid. 

lag. She giucs it out that you fliall marry her, 

Doc you intend it? 

Caf. Ha,ha,ha. 

Oth. Doe you triumph Roiran.doc you triumph ? 

Caf. I manxher? I prethcc bearefome charity to my wit. 

Doc not thinke it fo vnwholefome *. ha,ha,ha. 

Oth. So,fo,fo,fo,!augh that wins. 

fag. F aic'n the cry goes, you fhall marry her, 

Caf. Preethec fay true. 
lag. Iamaveryvilliinceife, 

Oth. Ha you ftor’d me well. 

Caf. This isthenaonkiesowngiuingoutjfhelsperfwadedlvvii 
marry her,out ofher cwne louc and flattery, not out ofmy promife. 

Ot/t. 
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The Moore of Venice. 

nth law beckons me, now he begins the ftory. 

r r che was hecre euen now, fhee haunts me in euery place, I 

\n!her day, talking on the fea banke,with certaine V enttiant, and 
comes this bauble, by this hand (he fals thus about my neck. 

nth. Crying, O deare Cafsio , as it were : his iefture imports it. 

Caf. So hangs, and lolls, and weepes vpon me; to hales, and puls 

h ha ha 

Now he t ells how fhe pluckt him to my C hamber, 

T fee that nofe of yours, but not that dog I {hall thro w’t to. 

Caf. Well, I muft leaue her company. Enter Bianca. 

lar. Before me, looke where fhe comes, 
pis fuch another ficho ; marry a perfum’d one, what doe you meane 

^ Bitot. Let the diuel and his dam haunt you, what did you meane 
bv that fame handkercher, you gauemeeeuen now? 1 wasafine 
foole to take it; Imufttake outthe whole worke, a likely peece or 
worke, that you fbculd find it in your chamber, andnotknow who 
leftit there : this is fome minxes token, and I muft take out the 
vvorke; there, giue it the hobby horfe, wherefoeuer you had it , Tie 
take out no worke on’t. 

Caf. How now my fweete Bianca, bow now, how now ? 

Oth. By heauen that fhould be my handkercher. 

Bian. An you’ll come to fupper to night, you may , an you will 
not, come when you arenext prepar’d for. Exit. 

Jag After her, after her. 

Caf. Faith I muft, fhee’ll raile i’the ftreete elfe. 

lag Will you fup there ? 

Caf. Faith I intend fo. 

lag. Well, I may chance to fee you, for I would very faine fpeake 
with you. 

Caf Preethee come, will you ? 

Jag. Goe to, fay no more. Exit Caffio. 

Oth. How fliall 1 murder him I ago ? 

Jag. Did you perceiue,how he laughed at his vice ? 

Oth. O Jago , 

Jag, And did you fee the handkerche r ? 

Oth. Was that mine? 

K lag. 
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